The *»oft lamentable Tragedy 

Nurfe. I faw the wound, 1 favv it with mine eyes, 

God fave the marke : here on his manly breft, 

A piteous coarie, a bloody piteous coarie, 

Pale, pale as afhes, all bedeaw’d in blood, 

All in gore blood : I Iwouned at the fight. 

Jul. O breake my heart, poore bankrupt breake at once, 
To prifoneyes, ne’relookeon liberty. 

Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here, 

And thou and Romeo prefl'eone heaviebeere. 

Nurfe O Tib alt, 77A*/r,thebeft friend I had, 

O courteous Tibalt, honeft Gentleman, 

That ever I fbould live to fee thee dead. 

Jul. What ftorme is this that blowes fo contrary ? 

Is Romeo flaughtred ? and isTibalt dead ? 

My deareft coufin , and my dearer Lord : 

Then dreadfull trumpet tound the generall doomc, 

For who is living if thofe two are gone? 

Nurje. Tib a It is gone , and banifhed, 

"Romeo that kild him, he is banifhed. 

Jul. O God did Romeo's hand fihed Tibalts blood ? 

Nurfe. It did, it did, alas the day it did. 

Jul. O ferpent heart hid with a flowring face / 

Did ever dragon keepe fo faire a cave ? 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelical 1, . 

Ravenous dove, feathred raven, wolvifh-ravening lamb, 
Delpifedfubfiance ofdivineft fhew. 

Juft oppofite to what thou juftly feemeft, 

A damned Saint, an honourable villa me. 

O nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell. 

When thou didft poure the Ipirit of a fiend 
In mortall paradileoffuch fweet flefh ? 

Was ever booke containing fo vile matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous palace ! 

Nur .There’s notruft,no faith no honefty in men. 

All perjur’d, all forfworne, all naught, ali diffemblers : 
Ah, where's my man ? give me fome yiqua vita. 
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Thefe griefes, thefe woes, thefe forrowes make me old. 

Shame come to Romeo. 

?«/.Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh : he was not borne to fhame, 

Upon his brow lhame is afham’d to fit : 

For ’tis a throne where honour may be crown’d 
Sole Monarch of the univerlall earth. 

0 what a beaft was I to chide at him ? 

Nur. Will you Ipeake well of him that kill’d your coufin ? 
Jul. Shall I Ipeake ill of him that is my husband? 

Ah poore my Lord / what tongue r lball fmooth thy name. 
When I thy three houres wife have mangled it ? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill niy coufin ? 

That villaine coufin would have kill’d my husband. 
Backefoolilh teares, backeto your nativefpring, 

Yow tributary drops belong tO woe. 

Which you miftaking offer up to joy. 

Myhusband lives that Tibalt would haveflaine. 

And Tibalt' s dead that would have flaineriiy husband : 

All this is comfort : wherefore weepe I then ? 

Some words there were worfer than Tibalts death 


But oh, it prefles to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deeds to finners minde$j 
’Tibalt is dead, ana Romeo banifhed. 

That banifhed, that one word bani died. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalts : Tibalts death 
Was woe enough , ifit had ended there. 
Oriffowre woe delights in fellowfhip, 

And needly will be rankt with other griefes. 

Why follow'd not, when fhe faid Tibalt's dead, 

w?- u her ’ or th y mother > nayfor both. 

Which moderne lamentation might have mov’d : 
wit with a rereward following Tibalts death, 
ls banifhed : to fpeake that word; ■ :r 
Ann,- Cr,m ?^ er » TTib alt (Romeo, Juliet \ : 

3me, all dead, Romeo is banifhed. r 
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